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Look at his pupils, look at mine :

and there the contrast view.
Uncouth Megaenetus is his,

and rough Phormisius a too ;
Great long-beavd-lance-and-trumpet-men,

flesh-tearers with the pine 6 :
But natty smart Theramenes,

and Cleitophon are mine,
m.   Theramenes ?   a  clever man

and wonderfully sly :
Immerse him in a flood of ills,

he'll soon be high and dry,
" A Kian with a kappa, sir,

not Chian with a chi." c

EU.          I taught them all these knowing ways

By chopping logic in my plays,
And making all my speakers try
To reason out the How and Why.
So now the people trace the springs.
The sources and the roots of things,
And manage all their households too
Far better than they used to do,
Scanning and searching What's amiss ?
And, Why was that ?   And,, How is this V
DI.           Ay, truly, never now a man

Comes home, but he begins to scan ;
And to his household loudly cries,
Why, where s my pitcher ?    What's the matter ?
1 Tis dead and gone my last year's platter.
Who gnawed these olives ?   Bless the sprat,
Who nibbled off the head of that ?

c f .*. if the party he belonged to came to grief he would at once,
like an adroit politician, find a new label for himself, which
looked like the old one but might mean anything else he chose.
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